walls on both sides of us, walls reinforced with tall con-
crete buttresses. Suddenly, in the shadow of one of the
buttresses, I saw something move.

My heart leaped, I gripped Henri's arm.

There's somebody there!'

'Keep quiet/ he muttered. 'It's one of our men. We've
got the place surrounded.'

We walked on a few metres. The ground became level
again. Then I saw a gap in the wall on the right. It looked
like the entrance to one of the warehouses, a way for
trucks. The men ahead melted into the shadows. As I
followed, I felt the cobbles give way to cinders. I paused
uncertainly.

'Get into the side,' hissed Henri, 'to your left.5

I obeyed cautiously and my outstretched hand en-
countered a wall. There were no longer any movements in
front. I looked up. The walls rose like the sides of a deep
canyon to a wedge of starry sky. Suddenly the beam of a
torch cut through the darkness ahead and I saw that the
others were standing before a wooden door in the side
of the left-hand wall. I moved forward. The torch lit up
the surface of the door. On it were painted the words:

AGENCE  MARITIME,  F.  P.  METRAUX.

Beghin grasped the handle of the door and turned
gently. The door swung inwards. Henri prodded me in
the back and I moved forward after the others.

Inside the door was a short passage terminating in a
steep flight of bare wooden stairs. A naked electric light
on the landing above cast a cold glare on the flaking plaster
wall. The Agence Metraux did not appear to be very
prosperous.

The stairs creaked as Beghin began slowly to walk up
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